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Chapter One


There weren’t many people in the place when she arrived. Over to her right, sitting alone at a table, was the Cardinal, his laptop open in front of him. He looked up, saw her, then turned his eyes toward the bar.


She followed his stare. There was one guy there, tall, good looking. He was taking a drink from what seemed to be a bourbon on the rocks, a cell pressed to his ear.


It was him.


The Cardinal was never wrong.


 


She hoisted herself up onto the stool at the end of the bar, a hand flattening down the skirt of her navy blue business suit, and fussed around with her purse.


By now, the Cardinal had slipped silently out into the night. He didn’t much care for this part of proceedings. Plus, he trusted her completely. She had never let him down.


“You need some company?” the guy at the bar said, stepping some way toward her, but keeping at an unthreatening distance.


“Oh,” she said, looking up. “I... I guess.”


He smiled, his white teeth just a little crooked. His suit was good, light grey with an expensive sheen to it. He’d loosened his necktie, which she was pleased to see was modest. She hated men in loud, brash ties; it made her want to strangle them in vivid Technicolor.


“Brad,” he said, slipping onto the stool next to her.


I know.


“Carol,” she said, smiling in that way that shy girls do, nodding their heads a fraction as if in nervous agreement with themselves.


“You’re from out of town, right?” he said.


She looked a little confused.


He grinned, held up a hand, and counted off his fingers as he spoke.


“One: you’re in a business suit and you’re carrying a briefcase. Two: you look as if you don’t know this place. Three: you’re alone at seven-thirty on a Friday evening. Someone as attractive as you never has to be alone on a Friday night. Not in her own town. Am I right?”


She did that girl thing with her hands, like she was trying to waft away the blushes. But all the modesty in the world couldn’t hide the fact that she was extremely attractive.


Brad tried not to look too hard. It was a perfectly symmetrical kind of beauty, something that didn’t need much in the way of embellishments. Her hair was dark brown, almost black, some way between a tulip cut and a Louise Brookes.


The waiter arrived. Brad made a big thing about getting her a drink. She asked for a tonic water.


“Sure you don’t want a little squirt of vodka in that?” Brad asked.


For a moment she paused, as if unsure. A vodka? Could she, her indecision seemed to say? Should she?


“Heck, why not!” she said. “And make it a large one. I’m celebrating, I guess...”


Brad was in his element. He got himself another bourbon and started imagining how he might do some of that celebrating with her.


“So, what is it?” he asked. “State lottery?”


“No. I just got out of jail. Ten years. Second-degree murder.”


Her drink arrived. She took a sip. Brad was just about managing to keep his winning smile going.


“Joke!” she said. “Divorce anniversary. Twelve whole months today.”


“Here’s to you, Carol,” he said, holding up his glass, his body relaxing. “I’m two years down that road myself.”


They chinked glasses.


“It’s also,” she said, looking down at the ice in her drink, “I mean, it sounds a bit weird, but it’s the first time I’ve done this, since before I was married.”


“This?”


“Y’know, sitting at a bar.”


Brad snorted. “And talking to a guy who already knows you’re way out of his league...”


She laughed. “Yeah!” A pause. “The bit about talking to a guy in a bar. You’re not out of my league, I mean, at all.”


For the first time she looked him right in the eye. She wasn’t afraid. She was confident, just confident enough.


“Nothing complicated,” she said. “I’m not looking for anything complicated.”


“I hear you.”


“You’ve got kind eyes, Brad. That’s all I’m looking for. Someone I can trust.”


“For one night only.”


“Yeah, kind of. Y’know what? I walk right in here and you’re the first person I meet. Perhaps I did win the lottery!”


 


Outside, the Cardinal was sitting in a large black Mercedes, the laptop now on the large leather passenger seat beside him. He watched, the sound on the live video turned down, as Brad chatted amiably to his new friend. He didn’t need to hear all that crap. It wasn’t as if Brad was going to say anything unexpected, nothing out-there, nothing interesting. No, Brad was going to play this strictly by the rules.


Although, of course, Brad was not his real name.


The Cardinal looked closer at the screen. There was a glint in Brad’s eyes, and a smirk right across his mouth as he talked easily to Carol. The smirk said it all: he could hardly believe his luck.


In his line of work, Brad had to take what he could get, the rough with the smooth, the good with the not so good. In any case, a little variety was good for business. But tonight, a goddess had walked into the room and offered herself up to him, no questions asked. This was gonna be his best night ever.


The camera in Carol’s lapel was high quality, and gave pretty clear images despite its size. She was keeping Brad in the picture most of the time, letting him do the talking. He was a good talker, too, and before they knew it there was a second round of drinks. The bar was now slowly filling up with evening drinkers. From time to time she panned around to take in the atmosphere.


The Cardinal clicked over to the web. He logged onto BAD-DADDY-PICKUP.COM, one of the world’s most successful pickup blogs. Run by a single blogger, the self-styled “Bad Daddy,” every posting was a collection of images and secretly recorded video footage of his latest conquest. There was a new woman every night, and every night Bad Daddy would take things just a little bit too far with his unsuspecting pickup.


How far? That depended on the girl, and on his mood. And that’s why the site got hundreds of thousands of hits each day, from all over the world: it was, quite simply, the real thing, played out before your eager, pining eyes.


The Cardinal clicked on a video from last night’s offering, a young, plain-looking woman. She was eating a hamburger and fries, Bad Daddy’s own tiny lapel camera pointing at her secretly from across the table of the diner. She looked nervy, brushing her long blond hair from her forehead and smiling coyly. She might have been eighteen, twenty at a stretch.


Below the video were some idiot ramblings from Bad Daddy himself, then more shots of the same girl in a bar drinking a cocktail.


Finally, the main event. Three concealed cameras in a hotel room had been used, the footage roughly edited and presented without any commentary or embellishment. Bad Daddy had no video editing skills whatsoever. But that only added to the authenticity of his daily postings. It was as if, having gotten another victim into bed and taken her as far as he wanted, uploading the footage was almost too much effort, a job hardly worth doing. Just a bit of fun.


The Cardinal shook his head as he watched it, his face expressionless apart from the slightest sneer of contempt. The session began predictably enough. They sat on the bed a while, chatting, sometimes laughing. Brad, it had to be said, knew how to talk to a girl. He could have written a book about that, a whole encyclopedia on chat-up lines, Mars and Venus, that kind of stuff. But his blog always focused on the main event of his nightly pickup.


They started to make out, the young girl and Brad on the hotel bed, taking it nice and slow. She was keen, and he let her take the lead. Five minutes later they were down to their underwear and necking hard, clutching each others’ asses, thighs pushing up towards crotches, forcing legs apart. They were like two teenagers at a party.


Fast-forward: twenty minutes later and what had started out as passion was turning by degrees into something else. Bad Daddy was now mauling her with increasing force, pushing her into new positions and holding her there while he entered her. Her moans were muted and submissive.


The Cardinal flipped his laptop closed, not bothering to skip to the end and see how it finished.


 


Meanwhile, in the bar Carol and Brad had taken a corner booth, where the lights were low and they could get to know each other better. As she listened to his vacuous chatter about a career that she knew for a fact he didn’t have, she thought she recognized him from the website. The videos posted there never showed Big Daddy’s face in any detail, but after a while you got a sense of what he was like: six foot, good build, athletic but not honed, just a naturally lean physique.


It was definitely Bad Daddy. No doubt about it. His hair was short and well groomed, same as in the videos, kind of preppy and safe, the cut you’d have for a job interview. And here in the flesh there was something appealing about him, a smile that was meant to suggest vulnerability as well as a deep masculinity. He was, without a doubt, hot.


Little surprise that he’d gotten into this game, then. For pickups, he was the perfect specimen. And his website was thriving. The Cardinal had estimated it was generating ten grand a month in advertising. That required a regular supply of one night stands, each one to be secretly filmed. Yes, Bad Daddy needed to be good at pickups; he had a business to run, and he’d hardly missed a day in over a year.


Brad was a good choice for a name, too. It had a youthful ring to it, something friendly, a pal’s name, the kind of guy a girl might have as a friend. Problem was: Brad secretly filmed his pickups, night after night, filming those girls at their most intimate, and earning good money off of it.


Payback.


“And you guys just split everything down the middle?” he said. “That’s so cool!”


They were swapping divorce stories, snuggled up in the coziest booth in the bar. Carol was making it up as she went along. But Brad had his story worked out in advance. When you pick up a new girl every night, you’ve got plenty of time to develop your sales pitch.


He’d done a good job on it too. Really good. His ex-wife hadn’t understood the pressure he was under, he said. They’d just drifted apart. Brad, you see, was an attorney working for various non-profits: environment law, immigration, that sort of stuff. He was on the side of the little guy, fighting for what was right. He could’ve made more in commercial law, he said, but what the hell, he did pretty good.


Then there was his parents. They’d died in a traffic accident, leaving him a beach house in Maine and an apartment in Boston. He liked nothing better than to take fishing trips up there on the coast, whenever his legal crusades on behalf of the world’s good causes permitted.


Oh yes, Brad was a pretty neat package. Some of those girls he picked up must have looked at the winning smile, heard his potted life story, and thought: this is it, madam, your boat has well and truly come in tonight! Even if you wanted nothing more than honest, uncomplicated fun, he looked like just the ticket. Not many girls would kick Brad out of bed on a cold night. And he knew it.


Carol spun some bullshit about her own phantom divorce, whispering so he’d have to lean right into her. They were laughing, already on their third drink, and Brad was swimming in what looked like delirious happiness, but which Carol knew was in fact the smug satisfaction of knowing that he was about to bed the horniest woman ever to feature on his disgusting blog.


 


Back in the Merc, the Cardinal had reopened his computer and was now watching as their inane conversation unfolded, getting bored and impatient. The lights in the bar had been lowered, and the images were not so good. But Carol had at least managed to get the lapel camera pointing in their direction, her jacket folded up neatly on the table in front of them. The audio was nice and clear, too.


The Cardinal now hacked into BAD-DADDY-PICKUP.COM and streamed the whole thing there. Why not let all those fans see how a pickup plays out in real time for once, right from the drinks in the bar? And it would be just the once, he told himself as he clicked across to the site and saw a grainy image of the booth and two happy faces. Bad Daddy was laughing out loud, full of himself, the pickup master in full, nauseating flow. And although he didn’t know it, the world was finally getting to see what he looked like.


 


She shifted closer to him, their thighs touching, even their shoulders and arms.


“Brad,” she said, interrupting him and taking his hand in hers, “I don’t want to ruin this. Really I don’t.”


She shook her head as if she couldn’t understand her own feelings.


“Me neither,” he told her, his voice dripping with understanding.


She squeezed his hand tighter, lowering it until it rested on her leg. She was wearing a knee-length skirt, but it had ridden a little way up her thigh. He felt her flesh against his fingers as she pushed his hand down.


“No,” she said, “what I mean is, I don’t want to ruin this, but I think I’m going to. I haven’t been with a man for a year, Brad. I need you now. It’s ridiculous. I don’t know what’s happening to me.”


She moved his hand slowly up her thigh, sighing as if this was the last thing in the world she wanted to do.


Instinctively he spread his fingers, making sure they went under the skirt.


She exhaled, one long but very controlled breath. It seemed that a year’s sexual frustration had suddenly been released, leaving her liberated, and desperate for gratification.


“Touch me, please,” she said, guiding his hand, pushing it between her legs. The tips of his fingers moved along her thighs, finding them cool and soft, and slightly parted.


She leaned into him, her arm resting on his shoulder, her mouth touching his ear.


“If you touch me, I’ll come.”


She inched her legs apart as his fingers found the edge of her panties.


“This has never happened before,” she said, breathing hard into his ear. “I’ve never done anything like this, I promise you...”


“Shhh,” he said, running the tip of his finger around in little circling movements, feeling the outline of her sex, but making sure he did no more than tickle its very edges.


She squirmed as he touched her, trying not to make it too obvious to onlookers. But the two of them were pretty unobtrusive, there in their own booth with the lights down low, and no one was looking. Unless you counted several thousand Bad Daddy fans who had by now logged onto their favorite reality-sex site and discovered that today’s show was a little bit different...


“Touch me,” she whispered again, trying not to move her pelvis, letting him take the lead.


He pushed his hand further down, caressing her through the thin fabric of her panties, as lightly as possible. Then, with the caution of a surgeon, the tip of his index finger sought out the lowest point of her sex and followed it upward, creeping so slowly that his hand hardly seemed to move, apart from the tiniest vibrations, which made her gulp with pleasure.


His hand was still outside her panties, but she could feel herself getting damp. Shit, this is some perk of the job! she told herself, closing her eyes and letting him bring her on, knowing that the camera was catching her every expression.


His finger hovered there for what seemed like an eternity. All the time she was getting hornier, and she felt herself swell beneath the gentle touch of his single fingertip. In the end she couldn’t stop her ass from making little involuntary jumps, and she was begging him to finger her harder, to pull down her panties and feel the full warmth of her sex.


But he didn’t. He didn’t even touch her clitoris, other than the faintest of strokes as he withdrew his hand, knowing she was just moments away from the inevitable.


“I’m at the Omni, just down the street,” he said.


She dropped a hand into his lap as if to steady herself, and felt his rigid penis down one side of his trousers.


She squeezed it hard against his leg, making it clear how desperate she was.


“Bring me off here,” she said, taking his hand and forcing it back up her skirt. “Please. I’m begging you.”


So he did. He put two fingers inside her panties and let them slide into her pussy, which was gloriously warm, the lips pronounced and slippery against each other. It took no more than a few seconds. He took her clitoris between his fingers, nudging its little hood back as he teased it out of its hiding place, his hand already wet with her juices.


She gave a muted whelp, her legs snapping suddenly together, gripping his hand hard, her face contorted in beautiful agony that she hardly seemed to understand.





Chapter Two


The setup in his hotel room was simple but effective. There were two concealed cameras high up on either side of the back wall, one for wide shots of the whole room, the other taking in only the king-sized bed. A third camera, hidden in a lamp in the center of the same wall, opposite the bed, would provide close-ups. Brad knew exactly what section of the bed would yield the best shots, and experience had taught him how to shift his victims effortlessly into the optimum position.


But today the setup was a little different than normal. In the next room, the Cardinal had already redirected all three video feeds. Even now, before Bad Daddy arrived with his pickup of the day, they were being streamed live onto BAD-DADDY-PICKUP.COM. As he waited patiently for the show to begin, the Cardinal checked the user stats for the site. Twenty-eight thousand people had already discovered that something weird was happening on the site. The Cardinal just hoped they’d stay tuned. 


Gaining access to Brad’s room had been simple enough. The hotel’s key cards were a laughable technology; they might as well have left the doors open. Once inside, it had merely been a matter of establishing a small, unobtrusive wireless feed from Bad Daddy’s laptop.


Everything was ready. Then the Cardinal heard voices. He sat back and watched as Brad and Carol appeared on the screen, walking together into the room next door.


There was no need for preliminaries, but neither did they rush it. Both of them had hidden motives, but so what? Carol certainly wasn’t going to play it according to the Cardinal’s script; he always wanted her to take things too fast, to get to the final act. But not tonight. Brad might be an asshole, the biggest asshole in the world, but he was cute and she was horny for him. The Cardinal could wait. Tonight she was going to get everything she wanted. Then justice could be done.


They remained by the door, pushing up against each other. His hands were on her ass, palms sitting softly on her buttocks, just hard enough to take in the perfection of her rear end. He could feel the outline of her panties, which were sensible, not skimpy, the daytime underwear of a professional woman. He loved that. He always loved it when a girl didn’t have to try. Lacy thongs? Suspenders? Not necessary with a body like this.


She kissed the side of his head, and her tongue played with the lobe of his ear.


“You’re gonna get fucked tonight,” she said, again and again, their bodies grinding against each other. Next door, even the Cardinal had to smile at that one.


She felt his cock against her belly. She’d seen him naked on the website plenty, and she’d been dreaming about what she would do with him once they were up in the hotel room. That was the beauty of her job tonight. It had to be good. That was the point.


His hands cupped her buttocks more firmly. She wanted to tell him to go on, to yank her skirt off and explore her. But she forced herself not to. She wanted this to last.


They kissed, so hard that she thought her tongue was going to disappear down his throat. His mouth tasted of bourbon, and she could smell his cologne, peppery and expensive and not too strong. Her hand was inside the front of his shirt, his chest soft and smooth, his nipples hardening when she touched them.


“I want you to do something for me,” she said, their mouths so close that she seemed to be speaking directly into his. “Let me look at you.”


He paused, hardly understanding her.


“Please,” she said, with a sudden touch of shyness. “I want to see you. All of you.”


“Sit on the bed,” he told her.


She didn’t need asking twice. She went over to the bed, kicking off her shoes and dropping her jacket on the floor. She knelt on the bed, right in the middle, and pulled her skirt up to reveal her thighs.


Meanwhile, he stood at the foot of the bed, looking right at her. He removed his tie, letting it fall to the ground, then began unbuttoning his shirt. His cock was cramped, pushing awkwardly upwards inside his pants, straining against the zipper. He ran his hand over the bulge, the rest of his body utterly still as he traced the outline of his erection, loving every second of it.


Then he took off his shirt. His torso was lithe and lightly muscled, his nipples intensely dark, like chocolate drops on his pale skin. Running both hands over his chest, he circled in on those taught little nipples, rubbing them hard and squeezing them, his eyes closing as he winced silently. His head was rolling on his neck, and a gush of sensual release flowed through his body. He clearly loved himself, and he was absolutely loving this.


For the longest time he didn’t touch his prick, losing himself in an inner fantasy, playing with himself as if he had breasts, as if he didn’t need anything else to bring himself off.


When he opened his eyes and looked at her, she had a hand up her skirt. Her panties were pale blue, and from where he stood he could see a fine dark line where her wetness had soaked through. She ran a finger carefully up and down the line as she watched him show off his body.


He unbuckled his belt, but left his trousers fastened, inching them down until the end of his penis peeped out. It was shiny, that lovely purple color, and the tiny slit at its tip glistened with a single drop of clear juice. He licked an index finger and started to rub it around the glans of his cock, the same gentle touch he’d used back in the bar when he’d tickled her sex, taking it dead slow.


He stood there and worked on himself. He seemed deliciously vulnerable, yet content, letting his self-love spill out unashamedly, and looking right at her, peering into her eyes.


She spread her thighs for him, letting him see how the damp patch between her legs was getting bigger, her panties beginning to stick to her there, forming a soft groove that she plied with her fingers. As she did so, her eyes never left his. But all she was thinking about was her own needs, and how she was going to satisfy them tonight.


She gripped the top of her panties and pulled them up until they rode hard into her crotch, splitting her sex and forcing the lips out a little on both sides of the gusset. Placing a finger right at the center, she pushed into herself.


It was enough. Something snapped inside him. Within seconds his pants were around his ankles, and his black shorts halfway down his thighs. Meanwhile, his hand was clutching his penis.


“Slowly,” she whispered.


His cock was so stiff it pointed upwards, way past horizontal. He was uncut, but the foreskin was most of the way back. He moved his hand up and down the shaft, hardly touching it, as if any harder and he’d come. With the other hand he reached down and stroked his balls, which were tight and hard in their smooth sack, the scrotum dark and hairless, as if it had been sculpted there, close in to the root of his penis.


He shifted his legs further apart and began jerking himself with slow, careful strokes, the other hand holding his balls, then pushing his fingers into the flesh behind the scrotum where the base of the cock extended up into the ass.


“You want me to do that?” she said.


Without a word he moved to the bed, one leg kneeling on the end of it, the other foot on the floor. She leant forward, her skirt now around her waist, the blue panties so tight up into her crotch they hurt.


She placed a finger on the tip of his penis. Just that contact made him shiver. He raised both arms, cupping the back of his head with his hands in uninhibited joy. She let the finger stay there a moment, just enough pressure to see the little slit in the glans open up a fraction as more clear juice seeped out.


Then she worked the juice around until the entire head was wet, using all her fingers now, following the contours of its curved ridge, and running her nail up and down the taught line of skin at the back of the helmet, which made him buck in little jolts of silent pleasure.


Her hand ran along the shaft, following the blue veins on each side, and feeling its gristly texture beneath. This guy was an asshole, but she loved his cock. She adored his whole body. Contradiction? No; not in the least. This was her job, and she knew exactly how to do it. This didn’t change anything. Plus, she had her needs too, especially now.


She didn’t tug. She let her fingers run on, down as far as the scrotum, which she touched with infinite delicacy, before moving even further down, just like he’d done to himself, digging into the hidden root of the cock down close to his butt. His skin was smooth and hot down there, and his knees bent slightly as she moved her fingers back and forth, delving into the flesh, feeling the outline of where his penis began, then following the shaft upwards again, pushing the balls a little way along as she went, trying to feel as much of his length as possible.


Her mouth was hovering over him. He smelled salty and fresh, and another drop of clear juice had gathered at the tip. She put her tongue to it. It tasted like the liquid inside an oyster, only warm and slightly sticky.


His cock was almost too perfect. She wanted to gaze at it forever, resting her lips on the thick purple head and letting it get hotter and hotter there. With her other hand she reached down and found her pussy, sliding her panties down and letting her thumb ease its way inside, squatting on her hand.


As she guided his penis into her mouth she heard him sigh, almost a cry, like a kid when you dab a grazed knee with iodine. He was mumbling something, but she didn’t hear what. She rocked her hips and felt her sex push hard against her hand. She wanted him to fuck her, but she loved the taste of him in her mouth so much that she couldn’t bring herself to stop sucking.


She squeezed his shaft as firmly as she could, giving it short pulls, each one accompanied by a wince from him. He was so hard it was like a rod of steel in her mouth, and her saliva was frothy and salty. She could have finished him there and then, given him the orgasm of his life. But that wasn’t in the script. She would let him come, but it would only be the beginning. There was more for him to enjoy, much more.


Slipping her panties right off, she held them up to his mouth, letting him taste the juice on the sodden crotch. He took them in his hand, inhaling hard and licking them like a greedy animal. She sucked faster, and his pelvis began to jerk, his belly hitting her forehead and his cock pushing hard against the back of her mouth. With her other hand she was now rubbing herself, long, hard strokes that went right down into her sex, then all the way up to the clit. Her body was shaking and it felt as if her knees were going to give way.


A sudden wave of pain broke out somewhere deep within her, transforming instantly into a shaky, ragged orgasm, one of those that comes in a series of tiny explosions and leaves your pussy aching, as if it’s been slapped or pinched.


He was forcing his cock in and out of her mouth now. It banged into her teeth as he lost control of his body, and she gripped it harder still, pulling it out and looking right down its tip, then wrapping her lips tight around the glans again, her tongue running hard up and down the tiny slit, making his body buckle and jump.


It seemed to get even darker as it gorged with blood. She sucked harder still, and her hand went faster and faster, yanking his foreskin back so far that the helmet was pulled way out of shape with every stoke.


His cries intensified, and he was getting to the point where he couldn’t control himself, grabbing her hair and moaning as his pelvis jerked and writhed. Then she got her fingers around the base of the penis and gripped it hard, and at the same time used her mouth to give one final, intense suck, enough to draw the poison from a wasp sting.


She felt the semen course along the shaft, and yanked him from her mouth just in time to watch it shoot out across the floor, one, two, three massive spasms as he doubled over, gasping for breath.


She milked him, the last dribbles trickling down his shaft and onto her hand. It was almost pure white against the red-purple of his inflamed cock. She kept him in her hand, and he continued to wince and groan as the final shivers of delicious pain worked their way through him.


Then they both flopped down on the bed. He was still muttering to himself, spread out on his back. She continued to work his penis, more gently now. It was sticky with come and had lost some of its stiffness. But he was getting little flushes of ecstasy as she used both hands to massage the last drops of pleasure out of it.


 


They lay there, listening to their own breathing as it slowed down. Carol’s needs were not remotely satisfied, though. The fluttering sensation in her had receded, but she was dripping wet, the wispy pubic hair on each side of her sex plastered to the skin, as if it had been drawn there with a fine ink pen.


She sat up, opening her legs and admiring the sight. It was beautiful, the vulva spread like the wings of a butterfly, their dark lips glistening and enticing. She let two fingers push gently into her soft center, then brought them up to her mouth and tasted herself. God, who wouldn’t want to eat her? She’d have given herself head all day long if she could.


Instead, she unbuttoned her blouse and took it off. Her bra was a simple white full-cup, and showed just a hint of nipple through the cotton. She ran her hands around both breasts. They were a little fuller than average, but snuggled inside a D-cup they sat slightly loose, just the way she liked it. Brad wasn’t the only one who enjoyed fondling his own chest!


Rubbing her boobs with the flats of her hands, she felt hornier than ever. Her nipples stood out hard and pronounced against the fabric of her bra, and she giggled with pleasure as she tweaked and flicked them, remembering how much fun she used to have back when she was at school, just playing with her own tits.


Then, suddenly, she felt them drop slightly.


“Jeez, you’re beautiful,” she heard Brad say, as he undid the clasp from behind.


A second later her bra was cast aside and he had one of her puckered nipples between his lips. Both his hands were cupping her breasts as he sucked like a hungry child. You had a give it to him, he was good: he was sucking those tits like they were the first he’d ever tasted. She closed her eyes and let him have his fill.


He moved back and forth between them, licking the cleavage as he went, and running his eager fingers over her chest until her nipples tingled with anticipation, and she felt desperate anxiety if his lips and teeth stopped working their magic even for a moment.


He clearly loved her breasts, tickling the areolas in slow, deliberate movements, flicking the very ends of the nipples playfully, working his tongue up from the soft, fleshy underside of each one and getting as much of it into his mouth as he could. Occasionally she whispered to him, telling him to keep on doing just exactly what he was doing, although it didn’t seem as if he needed much encouragement.


She raised herself up on her knees, swaying as he licked and groped her tits. And, boy, was he good! That’s why his pickup site did such good business, he was one hell of a performer. There was no doubt about it; Brad was very good at his job indeed. What he still didn’t know, however, was that Carol was absolutely brilliant at hers.


By now he was kneeling in front of her, head bowed, his knees wide apart to bring himself down level with her chest. Beneath him she could see his cock dangling there, its foreskin rolled forward like a hood. But as he lavished expert attention on her breasts, the foreskin began to retract and his fat purple bulb came slowly out, like a snake emerging stealthily from its hiding place, looking for its next meal.


Just as the thought of fucking him entered her mind, she felt something between her legs. One of his hands was reaching through, running his fingers from the small of her back right between her butt cheeks and through to her pussy, which he explored with agonizing delicacy, before drawing his hand all the way back up between her butt. He did this five or six times, each time a little harder, his hand easing a way between the cheeks and tickling the bud of her anus fleetingly on its way back to her sex. And each time he did it, her juices spread a little further along the crack, until her whole ass was wet.


“I want to taste you,” he said.


There wasn’t any argument about it. Immediately, he was lying on his back, his head toward the foot of the bed. She straddled him obediently, spreading her legs wide and lowering herself down until she was just inches above his mouth. Then she rested her forearms on the bed, on either side of his hips, took his cock in her mouth, and closed her eyes.


His hands held her buttocks as if they had been designed for that job and nothing else. The fingers sank into the flesh, and he pulled the buttocks apart, then pushed and squeezed them against each other in a slow rotating motion, loving the soft, pliable feel of them as he squeezed and kneaded them in and out of shape.


She felt his breath on her sex, and he was mumbling to himself, admiring her, holding her ass up, and making sure the camera got the very best shots of her rear end. The bastard! The filthy bastard, she said to herself. But she didn’t mind, not really. She knew this would happen, and she was loving it. She’d take just what she wanted from the horny prick. That, after all, was her job.

